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SUCCESS 


By Albert Richard Wet jen 






Sts 


The Spirit of the Sea—The Ship Master Who Faced Disaster With the Same Confidence That' 
Marked His Daily Performance of Duty—Experience in the Fog. 




Matters and crews of stranded vessels 
should bear in mind that success in 
landing them in a great measure de¬ 
pends upon their ooofness. • • * The 
system of signaling must be strictly 
adhered to; and all women, children, 
passengers and helpless persons should 
be landed before the crew of the ship.— 
Page 114, Reed’s Seamanship. 

H IS oilskins glistening with 
nodule9 of water, the tall 
quartermaster entered the 
captain’s cabin In response 
to a sleepy "Hello!" 

The captain sat up In his bunk. He 
snorted, rubbed his eyes, ruffed hls 
short-clipped white beard with the 
palm of hls hand and peered through 
the dim light from the overhead elec- ’ 
trie globes. "Eh?” he mumbled. 

The quartermaster said: "Fog-, sir.” ( 
Then he added: “Sea’s dropped con - ] 
•iderable, sir.” 

"Is that so?” grunted the captain. 
Then he hopped out of his bunk, fling¬ 
ing back the warm blankets. He 1 
groped for his trousers. *\Just a min¬ 
ute, quartermaster.” he called. “Give 
me a cigar from that box on my, 
desk.’* Then, louder, as he straight¬ 
ened up and pulled his trousers on: 
"Happen to have a match about you? 
Seems I can never And a blasted light 
On this ship.” 

The quartermaster unbuttoned his 
oilskin coat and fumbled In hls 
jacket pockets. Eventually he found 
a match. 

"That’ll do,” said the captain as he 
puffed the cigar to a glow. 

"Aye, aye, sir." 

The quartermaster went from the 
cabin and closed the door softly. 

A strange whirring came from the 
big-faced clock over the captain’s 
desk. A tiny hammer beneath the 
clock lifted and fell four times on a 
tiny bell. Almost immediately after¬ 
ward the sound of the clock In the 
ohart house could be heard. Then 
the deep-toned ship’s bell over the 
helmsman’s head, on the bridge above, 1 
took up the tale. The notes rever¬ 
berated, muffled, through the en¬ 
circling white. 

v Slx, eh?” the captain mumbled out 
of lips closed tight over his smolder¬ 
ing cigar. "And still dark.” 

He shuffled back to hls bunk, a lit¬ 
tle wisp of a man with bright blue 
•yes. His face was dusky red, still 
unllned, despite his white hair. He 
pulled on thick wool gloves before 
leaving the cabin. 

When he opened the door a waft of 
fog drifted In on him and he coughed 
gruffly. "B-r-r-r-r-r!” he said, and 
thrust his hands into the pockets of 
hls oilskins—pockets he had specially 
made, for few oilskins had them. 

He made hls way up the steep com¬ 
panion to the navigation bridge. He 
peered into tho glowing compass 
bowl. Then he turned to the sailor 
who was steering, a giant Norwegian, 
stolid-faced, big-boned-, ceaselessly 
chewing Copenhagen snuff. 

"You’re off your course, man.” he 
snarled. 

The Norwegian dropped his eyes to 
the compass, moved the wheel a spoke 
or two. and took no further notice. 

* * * * 

'T'lIE captain trotted to where the 
mate stood at the tight-hauled 
dedger, looking for’ard Into the, 
whiteness. 

He turned as the other approached. 
"Pretty thick, sir,” he said. Tame j 
Sown about half an hour back.** 

"Is that so?" responded the captain | 
In an aggrieved tone. "Happen to 
have a match about you? Seems I 

can never find-•” 

The mate held out a box*. "Hero 
you are, sir.” Then, impatiently, 
worried: *Hear that liner snorting 
away?” 

Above the bleating hand horns from 
small fishing schooners came the 
coughing bellow of a deep-sea ship, 
a monster by the sound. The cap¬ 
tain grunted as he removed one glove, 
lit his cigar, and handed the match¬ 
box back. "Good matches,” he said. 

The mate stared away Into the 
murk. He was a young man. It was 
hls first voyage as mate. 

‘Tve got a lookout on the foc’sle- 
head, one In the crow’s nest and one 
here on the bridge.” he said. He point¬ 
ed to where the tall quartermaster stood i 
In the glass-windowed starboard Wing of 
the bridge and started out on the beam. 

The captain squinted at the tele¬ 
graph near him. It was a half speed. 
He grunted. Then he rang for slow. 
The engine’s pulse dropped a tone or 
two. The Carroway barely drifted 
along the glassy, sighing sea. 

"That liner,” the captain grunted. 
‘•Too near. Probably making twenty 
knots. Never slow down. I know. 
Carried mails m’self once. Rules 
nays slow down In fog. Owners says ! 
get mall in on time or get fired. I i 
know.” 

The mate, who had caught part of | 
It, said, "Yes. sir,” still more mood¬ 
ily. He wondered what the fishermen | 
of the fleet of tiny ships around the ! 
Carroway were thinking about. Prob¬ 
ably uneasily waiting for the great i 
steel bow to tower above them and 
cut them down. 

The captain shouted suddenly, 
“Hard a-starboard!” He Jammed the 
telegraph full astern. One hand he 
kept In hls pocket. Hls lips still 
* chewed his cigar. 

Out of the fog and dark for’ard 
came a rending blare of the liner’s 
siren. Her light gleamed mistily. 
The wash of her keen prow could be 
heard, muffled. The loom of her was 
great, awesome. The Carroway’s si¬ 
ren shrilled; and coughed. 

Thera was a confused shouting. 
The man In the crow’s nest screamed. 
The man on the foc’sle-head shouted: 
"Ahead! Ahead, sir! Ship dead 
ahead!” The quartermaster in the 
bridge wing faced in-board. 

"We get It,” he observed calmly. 

The helmsman tore the wheel 
round with nervous haste. The mate 
screamed for all hands on deck. 
Slowly th£ Carroway answered her 
Helm and. began to swing clear. 

But; the liner’s speed was too great. 
Zer wall-like aides grazed midships. 
Her prow cat Into the Carroway’s 
stern, and the Carroway shuddered 
from keelson* to truck and heeled far 
over on her beam. On the liner’s 
great white bridge, far above the 
Carroway’s bridge, several great- 
coated officers looked down, white- 
faced. They shouted, waved. A shrill 
whistle cut the fog. 

"Sorry! We’ll pick you up!’* 
shouted one of them. 

The liner was gone. The sea boiled 
about her. A great jangling of bells 
came muffled from where she had dis¬ 
appeared. Then the fog swirled into 
the passage ake had made. 


1 TPHE second and third mates, aroused 
from their bunks by the shock, 
cam© running, half-dressed, to the 
bridge as the Carroway settled slosli- 
lngly back on an even keel. 

} "Keep the siren going, mister," said 
! the captain calmly to the white-faced. 
I mate. To the second mate he said: 
j "Go aft and look at the damage.” To 
j the third mate: "Get the boats swung 
j outboard.” 

The officers raced away. 

| The captain put the telegraph to 
stop and then to slow ahead. There 
was no answering jangle. The ship 
drifted. The engine pulse had gone. 
A whittle came from the brass speak¬ 
ing tube to the engine room. Came 
the voice of the second engineer: 
"May Ah ask what th’ de'Il’s wrong 
oop on deck?” 

The captain mumbled, "Ah, McDee, 
collision. Give me a few turns of tho 
screw.” 

"We hae nane,” came the second’s 
Impersonal voice. ”Ah*m bringing 
ma men on deck. We’ll keep steam 
up for th’ winches and siren.” 
j The captain said, mildly: "Is that 
so?” He beckoned the carpenter, who | 
had Just come up the companion with ! 
hls sounding rod and line In hls hand. ! 

v Ah, Chips, I see you’re on the job! 
Sound the well. And, by the way, 
happen to.have a match about you? 
Seems I can never find a blasted light 
on this ship. Thanks. Take a boy 
with you an’ send him back to re¬ 
port.” 

The helmsman called to the captain, 
i "She’s not answering!” He twirled 
the useless wheel spokes contemptu¬ 
ously. 

"That’s so.” the captain said. "Run 
along and help the third mate with 
the boats.” 

The mate joined the captain as the | 
wireless operator came up. So loud j 
was the siren’s roar that the operator j 
had to shout to make himself heard, j 
"What position shall I send out? S. j 
O. S. with It, I suppose, sir?” 

The mate broke In excitedly: *V>h, 

I don’t think it matters. That liner 
that run us down ought to be back 
any minute.” 

The captain grunted. "Is that so? 
She’ll never find us in this fog. Went 
out of earshot ’fore she could stop. 
Wish I knew her name, I’d report her. 
Send out S. O. S., operator. The mate 
here'll give you our position by dead ; 
reckoning. We must be somewhere i 
near Cape Race; that's all I know. ! 
By the way, happen to have a match j 
about you? No? All right.” 

"Here you are, sir,” said the mate, j 
hls hand trembling a little as he I 
handed over hls box. The second | 
mate ran up the companion. 

"Rudder, chunk of poop, screw and 
some after-railing gone," he said. 

The captain nodded as he puffed hls 
cigar to a new glow. 

"Thought as much. Help get the 
boats out. Lower ’em to rail level. 
What’s that noise?” 

The mate and the second ran to the 
dodger and peered over. 

The second mate went back to the 
captain. 

’’Firemen, bailors and some passen¬ 
gers. sir,” he said. "Lost their heads. 
Rushing the boats.” 

"Is that so?’’ the captain said. 
"Rushing for the boats? Worst of 
carrying square-heads. Get your gun 
and go to the third mate. Mr. Lar¬ 
son!” he called, as the second mate 
disappeared in the murk. The mate 
swung from the dodger and came to 
his captain. 

"They're rushing the boats, sir,” he ( 
stammered. The captain touched hls J 
arm gently. 

‘^Calm, Mr. Larson—calm. That’s i 
better. You’ll get used to this stuff | 
If you sail the western ocean for long. ! 
Don’t get excited. Rushing the boats? 

I know! . Get your gun In cas© of 
trouble. Take a couple of men aft, if 
you can find any. See if the sound¬ 
ing machine’s still there. If so, take 
a cast.” 

With a gulp, the mate left. 

The boy the carpenter had taken 
with him came on the bridge to re¬ 
port. "Carpenter says ten feet in the 
after hold, sir,” he piped. "No. 4 
hold’s pretty dry. The chief engineer 
told me to say he’s shut the bulkhead 
doors between four and five holds, 

| sir.” 

"All right! Run along.” commented j 
tho captain. 

The boy darted away. The captain j 
went Into the chart room to see if he j 
could find w a light. In the grip of the ! 
fierce coast currents, blinded by the j 
fog, the ship drifted. 

* $ * * 

'TMIE few saloon passengers the Car- 
roway carried, half a dozen 
women, a dozen men and some chil¬ 
dren. huddled on the boat deck, near 
the warmth of .the fat smokestack, 
and watched with tear-wldencd, 
sloop-clogged eyes as the third mate 
' and a handful of seamen hoisted out 
the boats that rested in their chocks | 
on the flddley. 

Tho Carroway began to take a de¬ 
cided slant as her after hold filled. 
There was no immediate danger. But 
the commoner seamen and the few 
steerage passengers only knew that 
fi. O. S. was being sent out, and they 
were afraid. 

Coal-blackened firemen, excited 
sailors, bearded laborers—like a tor¬ 
rent they poured up the iron monkey 
ladders from the main deck to the 
flddley. The third mate and his men 
were swept, fighting, back from the 
boat they already had clear of the 
chocks. The boat rapidly filled. Five 
or six men remained on the deck to 
lower away. 

J The second mate came. He ges¬ 
tured the»b!eeding third mate and hls 
men and led them to the attack anew. 
The panic-stricken seamen, fumbling 
with the boat falls, were torn away. 
Angrily, men leaped back from the 
boat to rescue their comrades. An¬ 
other free-for-all fight raged over the 
flddley top. The fog lighted as the 
dawn rose. 

The noise, sounding even above the 
blaring siren, attracted the captain. 
Mumbling to himself, he went down 
the bridge companion and entered hls 
cabin. From a drawer In his desk he 
took an old, ugly Colt’s revolver. Hp 
loaded it carefully, slipped some ex¬ 
tra cartridges In the pockets of his 
oilskin coat, then he went down to 
the main deck. 

He walked along till he came to 
the break of the flddley. He shinned 
hand over hand up the epider ladder. 
Trotting to the scene of conflict, he 
dragged a burly, garlic-breathing 
Austrian from the outskirts and 
swatted him across the temple with 
hls revolver barrel. * The man went 
down and out and stayed there. An¬ 


other man the captain seized and 
treated similarly. 

’Quit*” he snarled to the chaos of 
struggling bodies, arms, legs and 
curses. He fought a way to the sec¬ 
ond mate’s side. 

’KJuns!” he said. Then he fired In 
the air. 

As though a shock had run through 
the seamen, they ceased struggling 
and looked to see what was happen¬ 
ing. They drew back, eyeing the 
menacing Colt’s muzzle with wide 
eyes. The second mate's gun covered 
them, too. Fear they had of the sea, 
but that death at least was more re¬ 
mote. A bull-necked Frenchman did 
not think so. He rushed to the half- 
empty boat and reached for the gun¬ 
nel. The captain’s revolver coughed 
once more. The Frenchman’s right 
leg bent under him suddenly, as 
though struck with an Iron bar. He 
rolled to the deck and groaned. Had 
he not caught a loose grip lanyard 
with spasmodic fingers, he would 
have gone overboard/ 


TMIE fight was over. Those still in 
the boat crawled sullenly out. 
The third mate gathered together hls 
sailors and* went on with his work. : 
The second mate pocketed hls re- i 
volver and grinned. 

"fleum; sir!” he 6aid. 

Che captain grunted. 

“Is tha£ so?” Then, irritably: 
"Happen'to have a match about you? 
I never, seem to be able to get—ah, 
thanks! Stay here with the third 
mate.” 

He move<J away to where the saloon , 
passengers stood, tucking his big gun 
in hls pocket, butt first. Ruffling his 
gaudy,'wet feathers, the ship's mascot 
and the captain's pet, a small parrot, 
was perched on the top of a life-belt 
box. 

''Pretty Polly!” chuckled the cap¬ 
tain, stopping and tickling the bird's 
poll. 

"Awk!” the parrot said indignantly. 
"Is that so?” 

The captain chuckled again and 1 
turned to the passengers. 'Td get be¬ 
low,” he said mildly, growing serious. 
"Rather cold up here.” 

"But—but the danger!” shrilled a 
worn a if. 

The captain shrugged. 

"None. The bulkheads are holding : 
all right. We’ll have another ship 
along here in an hour or two. Go 
along below. I'll call you if any- , 
thing’s liable to happen.” 

He ushered thew down the monkey 1 
ladder as he - would have ushered a 
flock of obstinate sheep witH waving 
arms and a succession of soft clucks. 1 

Following the passengers down to 
the main deck, he ran across the 
harassed saloon steward and talked 
to him severely for allowing his 
charges to get pajiic-etricken enough 
to leave their rooms. Protestlngly. 
the steward was waved away. The 
captain went back to the bridge. 

The* wireless operator came to him, 
hls young face haggard. 

"Can't get any answer, sir.” he 
said despairingly. "It must be this 
fog. It does sometimes block signals. 

I can’t get In touch with a single ship 
or a land station. What shall wc do? 
I’m sorry, sir.” 

"Do? Say, do you happen to have 
a match about you?” The captain re¬ 
moved his glove. "Do? Why, you 
can’t do a thing if jour instrument's 
on the bum. Don’t take it to heart. 
Match? Yes? Thanks! Run along 
and keep trying, m’boy.” 

"Thank you. sir.” The operator 
went awp.y with a lighter heart. 

The mate came on the bridge, wet 
with perspiration. 

"Most of the poop's smashed Up," 
he said. 'The sounding machine 
wasn’t damaged too much and I 
found It workable. But the fair lead 
was gone, and the cant of the deck 
makes It Impossible to take a sound¬ 
ing from where the machine is. I’ve 
got the bos’n aft now* with a man and 
some spanners getting the machine 
loose. I.think I’ll set it up midships! 
somewhere and run the wire through 
a block on the end of a boom.” 

’'Might work,” grunted the captain, 
ruffling hls beard with the palm of 
hls ungloved hand. He pulled on the 
glove as he spoke again. “This cur¬ 
rent must be settln’ us down on the 
coast, Larson. While the bos’n’a busy 
on the machine, you might see the 
life-belt boxes are unlocked. Cut the 
rafts adrift, too. Send me a man up 
here to run messages.” 

"Aye, aye, sir!” 

The mate turned away, wiping his 
brow and feeling easier In hls mind. 
The captain was as carelessly imper¬ 
sonal as If the Carroway was just 
steaming into harbor on a fine day 
with-all clear ahead. 

An able seaman came on the bridge 
some few minutes after the mate had 
gone. He reported for duty, 
v "Happen to have a match about 
you?” the captain inquired. The man 
had. The captain lit a fresh cigar 
and puffed away. 

* * * * 

'T'HROUGH the fog a dull, ironing 
noise became apparent. Dimly 
on the port bow, through the lighten¬ 
ing fog, & thin line of white appeared. 
A man shouted from the foredeck. 
The line of white broadened and 
spread ahead. The cry was taken up 
by the men on the flddley. Knowing 
that the Carroway was helpless, each 
man still. In this emergency, appealed 
t to the little gray-bearded figure on 
i the bridge with a cigar sagging from 
one comer of Ills mouth and hls 
hugely gloved hands rubbing at hls 
chin. 

"Breakers!. Breakers on your port 
bow, sir!*' w, 

'‘Ahead, sir! Breakers ahead!” 

"Gott in Himmel! To der boats!” 

"Man overboard!” came the second 
mate’s shout above the mingled cries 
| as a man slid overside from the fid- 
dley deck, slippery with continuous 
spray. "Shall we lower a boat, sir?*' 
j Energetically, the captain ruffled 
his beard. 

"Never seem to bo able to find a 
blasted light on this- ship,” he mur¬ 
mured as he became aware hls cigar 
had gone out again. He shouted 
aloud. - *iNo!*’ Then he added: 

"Women and children first, mister, If 
it comes to that!” 

The Carroway sfruck on tho port 
boom, broadside on. She shivered 
back from a shingle bank apd then 
struck again. Her keel rasped. A 
seat smote her on the starboard side, 
her weather side, and canted her 
over. Sprays showered across the 
deck. With a despairing cry, another 
seaman lost his foothold and his grip 
' on * funnel stay and went overside. 


The passengers surged on deck from 
below again. Women screamed. 

As. though drawn by a great 
vacuum cleaner, the fog/ trickled 
away, rolled back to seaward, and 
left the Carroway naked to the rising 
sc-a and the shingly coast. 

Another swell canted the ship, and 
this time she stayed canted, her stern 
deeply aground, her bows still raised 
a little but also touching bottom. She 
moved up and down uneasily.* 

The captain very calmly took In 
the shore line as he wiped spray from 
hls eyes and chewed his cigar. 

The coast was low and hilly. A 
broad shingle beach ran from the 
cliffs to the sea High surf broke 
where shingle and water met. The 
Carroway had grounded some 300 
yards from the shallows. 

Boat falls shrieked as they were 
let go In haste. The second and third 
mates* profane voices came to the 
captain. A boat smacked into the 
water on the side facing the shore, 
where the water was smooth in the 
sheltered lee. It was loaded to the 
gunnel with seamen and steerago 
passengers. 

Oars camo out in ones and twos, 
all lengths and In different attitudes. 
Plain it was that few knew how to 
handle a boat. The falls were un¬ 
hooked. Bloody-mouthed, bruised of 
face, the two young mates stood on 
the edgo of the fiddle}' deck and shook 
their fists. The second mate raised 
Ills revolver and took one shot. The 
bullet skimmed over the boat after 
striking the water. 

"That’ll do!” called the captain, 
mildly. 

The second mate looked up to the 
bridge, swore, nodded, said, "Yes, sir," 
and pocketed hls revolver. Then, 
with tho third mate, ho moved along 
to another boat, a woman carrying a 
baby plucking at hls arm and im¬ 
ploring him to save her child. 

The boat carrying the mutineers 
rode low In the water with Its exces¬ 
sive weight. Its oars splashed er¬ 
ratically. It got from under the pro¬ 
tection of the slanting Carroway’s 
hull and into the first of the surf. 

It was tossed skyward, earthward, 
sideways. Shouts came against the 
rising wind. The angry surf smashed 
the oar butts against the rowers’ 
chests. Finally there drifted ashore 
an upturned boat. A few heads 
dotted tho surf for a while. They 
disappeared. That was all. The pas- 
! sengers left on the Carroway shud¬ 
dered and broke the silence they had 
kept while watching. They raised 
their eyes to the bridge and whis¬ 
pered to each other: 

"See what the captain does.” 

* * * * 

•JT was plain no boat would live in 
* the surf. It was also plain the 
Carroway was dangerous. Already 
every other sea swept her. Shallow 
water cascaded across the flddley. 
The cook had long siry?e deserted his 
galley, the last seaman the foc’slc. 
Tho engine room was filling with 
water. The siren would cease to 
beilow when the last of the steam 
came. 

The mate mounted to the bridge 
He had ceased bothering over the 
sounding machine. The water depth 
was now apparent. 

"I see there’s some one moving j 
about ashore, sir.” he said hopefully, j 
quite over his excitement. 

The captain looked up at the sky, 
now peering blue with the dawn ) 
through the last shreds of the fog. I 
He looked to seaward, where the fog ! 
was still unpierceable. He looked j 
^ fo’ard and aft, where the seas were i 
breaking monotonously over the Car- { 
roway’s main deck. He sighed. "Is 
that so?” he said. Then, stepping to 
the glass box. he secured a pair of 
binoculars. lie focused them on the 
>beaeh. 

"Yes,” he said at last. "They’ll rig 
a breeches buoy. That’s the coast 
guards. I see they’ve a rocket appa¬ 
ratus there. Tell the men to stand 
by and grab the line when it comes ; 
shooting across. • • • If we don’t get off 
this ship in half an hour, we needn't 
bother!” 

"Do you think so, sir? Do you 
really think so?” 

The mate grew nervous again The 
captain grunted. 

"Sure! • • • Happen to have a match 
about you? Thanks! • • • Remember 
your signals for receiving rockets?” 

The mate gulped. ”1 think so, sir.” j 

"Run along,, then.” 

The mate went down the com¬ 
panion. The able seaman on the 
bridge hoisted a string of flags to the 
trlatlc stay halyards under the cap¬ 
tain’s directions. Then he was sent 
down to help tho rest look out for the 
rocket line. 

Full daylight came at last. Against 
the wind came a faint, dull boom. A 
man separated from the small group 
on the shingle and waved his arms 
above his head. Came a whistling 
noise. Then the rocket shot over 
the Carroway, a thin line snaking out 
behind. The rocket fell with a hiss 
into the crest of a breaking wave on 
the weather side of the ship. The 
line fell on tho slanting foredock. A 
seaman Jumped on it with both feet, j 
bent and picked It up and ran madly j 
for the alleyway under the bride, lee 
side, as a sea broke over the weather 
rail. He retained the line. 

The second mate shouted through 
cupped hands when the sea had sub¬ 
sided. The man with the line reached 
for hls sheath> knife and cut it from 
the rocket. The free end he thus ob¬ 
tained he passed outside of all 
stanchions against the rail. He car¬ 
ried it to where the second mate 
leaned over the edge of the flfldley 
house. 

The third mate and some more sea¬ 
men came to the second mate's aid. 
Slowly they hauled in on the thin 
line. One seaman stood apart from 
the rest at the after end of the house 
and waved hls red handkerchief. The 
man ashore who had waved previ¬ 
ously now waved again In answer. 
The second mate growled an order, 
and the thin line was hauled in hand 
over hand. From the bridge the cap¬ 
tain chewed hls cigar and watched 
appreciatively. Also he tuned hls ear 
to catch the deep sigh as each nearing 
sea rose to board hls ship. 

Presently a black dot left the 
shingled beach and came swaying 
over and through the surf toward the 
Carroway. It was attached to the 
end of the taut line that the seamen 
were rapidly hauling in. When it 
finally came aboard, scraping and 
ol&ttering over the edge of the flddley 
house, it was recognizable as a tail- 


block, with an endless fall of stout 
rope rove through it. - 

The captain shouted from the 
bridge at this point, removing his 
cold cigar for th© purpose, "Make 
fast to the Samson post!” 

The second mate waved hls hand. 
He panted out orders and aided hls 
men to stagger to the forward end of 
the house. The endless fall and the 
tail-block were not light to handle. 

_ * * * * 

A GAINS* the for’ard end of the 
house a Samson post stood both 
on tho port and starboard sides. 
Each post was a stout cylinder of 
steel, like a short mast, to which the 
derricks for handling the cargo out 
of the midship holds were attached. 
As the port side was the lee. the sec¬ 
ond mate made the tail-block well 
fast around the port .Samson post. 
When he completed that task he un¬ 
bent the rocket line and passed it 
back overside again. Then he waved 
to the man he had signaled from the 
after end of the house. That man 
waved his red handkerchief again. 
Ashore the signal was answered. 

Immediately afterward the endless 
fall began to run and whine through 
the block and the well gTeased sheave 
turned around. The men ashore were 
hauling a line out to the ship—a 
stouter line yet, a small hawser. It 
oame presently, bobbing through the 
high surf, made fast to the fall. 

When tt finally jammed In. the 
sheave of the block, the second mate 
signaled, and the man at the house 
end waved. Those ashorq stopped 
heaving. The seamen unbent the 
hawser and tt was made fast about 
eighteen inches* above the tail-block 
on the Samson post. Then they un¬ 
bent the stopper they had held the 
hawser's weight with while taking 
their turns around the post. 

The signaler waved again from the 
ship. 

Those ashore lay back on the haw¬ 
ser and hauled it taut, making it well 
fast around a great bowlder that 
stood halfway between the cliffs and 
the water’s edgo. Then they fastened 
a breeches buoy to the hawser and 
hauled it to the Carroway by means 
of the endless fall. 

“All ready, sir!” shouted the second 
mate. 

The captain waved and grunted. 

"Good work! Women and children 
first.” he said. "Get them standing ; 


SHOUTS CAME AGAINST THE RISING WIND. THE ANGRY SURF SMASHED THE OAR-BUTTS AGAINST 

THE ROWERS’ CHESTS. 


rising 6ea, at the shore. There was 
no hope—the Carroway was finished. 
He sighed. '. 

"Come on, sir,” said the mate, his 
nervousness increasing. "She’ll go 
soon.” 

The captain grunted. Hls bright 
eye caught a movement under one of 
the boxes of life-belts that the sea 
had left. He moved from the fuming 
mate and raked under the box. He 
brought the half-drowned, bedraggled 
ship’s parrot to light. The bird had 
been forgotten in the excitement. 

"Pretty Polly!” he crooned. "Did 
they forget urn?’* 

"Awk!” moaned the parrot feebly, j 

The captain handed the sorry-look- 
ing pet to the mate and climbed into 
the buoy. 

"Hate to leave her,” he mumbled 
looking at the stricken ship and mean¬ 
ing her. 

"Haul away!” yelled the mate fran¬ 
tically as the hawser cracked and 
stretched and the Carroway shud¬ 
dered to her very trucks under the 
leap of a monster swell, glass-bodied, 
white-capped, foaming. 

Hastily the buoy shot down to the j 
shingle—the shingle that looked so I 
far away when viewed from the little 


swaying canvas sack above the | 
dreaming welter of tortured water. I 
T'HERE was a crack, muffled by the ! 

A thunder of the surf.ias the haw- i 
ser parted. The men ashore rushed 
into the shallows of the backwash 
with cries of horror. The endless fall j 
and buoy plunged into the whiteness, j 
There was a swirl of drenched fcan- 1 
vaa, oilskins, a sou’wester. There 
was a fleck of color from a parrot's 
Wing. 

The men ashore formed a chain, j 
hand clasping hand. Far into the 
surf they waded, the strongest first, j 
Currents sucked and buffeted at their 
legs, spray filled their eyes and nos- | 
trils. They persisted. 

The mate came first, half-drowned, | 
fighting for breath, lunging out with j 
both hands. He was passed ashore. 
Friendly arms received h!m and laid 
him on the shingle. Of the captain 
there was no sign. The men of the 
chain looked at each other and then 
at the boiling surf. They shook their ! 
heads. 

Slowly they drew back to the ; 
beach. Then some one cried aloud, j 
He pointed. The men turned and 1 

gaped. 


Some twenty yards down tho bearli 
a figure staggered from the sucking 
backwash. It fell repeatedly, wah 
washed seaward. It rolled over, wa. v 
tossed about. But always It rose ana 
staggered on. It was a figure In a 
ripped oilskin coat without any sou* 
wester. It was a little figure, slen¬ 
der, white-bearded, in sodden sea 
boots. It held a drooping cigar in one 
corner of Its mouth. In one hand, b} 
a leg and wing, it held a feebly- 
kicking parrot. 

The rescued seamen and the reecu 
ing coast guards rushed forward 
They surrounded the captain. The 
leader of the coast guards shook lii\ 
hand and swore in his excitement, 

Tho captain coughed, spat water 
snorted, slmok himself. Then h 
faced the coast guard leader. 

"Happen to have a match about 
you?” he said, and ruffled his we* 
beard with hls free hand. He would 
have fallen had not the coast guar'' 
leader caught him. He muttered 
feebly: "Seems I can never find . 

light on this blasted ship!” 

"Awk!” croaked the parrot, s:;-' 
denly reviving and ruffling i • 
drenched plumage. “Is that so?” 

(Copyright. 1923. > 


j Come to the church in the wildweotl 
: Come to the church in the dale. 

| No *pot ie »o dear to my childhood 
\ As the little brown church in the vale. 


Th/sal/on 8 'passengers and .hat (jUltlC ASS£ 

few were left of the steerage were 

rounded up near the Samson post. 1 

Continuous Icy sprays drenched them. . , 

They shivered In the bluer wind. (Continued front Third Page.) ( 

There was no warmth in the morning 

sun. The flddley house was black oh - come - Mm '- com "' com<- ' 
with shivering men. firemen. engi- to etarcb ta «he vrMw«d. 

neerjj t ome to the church in the dale. 

_.*,,_ . No apot i« ao dear to my childhood 

The rising sea was battering the A , mtI , br0 „ , hurc ,, ln Tlle . 

Carroway. The fore hold was half 

full. This tended to bring the bow Most persons singing hymns sing 
lower down at rest on the shingle. no * e8 » not nouns, sing pitch and not 
Also it pl«V<l a. strain on the mid- Ideas, vocalize, but do not in any way 
ship section of the hull. sense the text. Tho important part 

The continuous swing of the sea of every hymn is its poetry—the i 
caused the Carroway to lunge over text—the culmination of devotion j 
on her port beam still more, with an through the stanzas.” declares Prof. , 
occasional upheaval that made the Smith. 

keel rasp gratingly on the bottom. He says "Come to the Church in 
The carpenter reported depths in the the Wildwood” is essentially a COl- 
bunkers. and th© chief and second lege song about "my love.’* 
engineer, grieving over tho engine | sh6 Muld dsn „, COD . a 
room from the upper gangway grat- j otrald „ lrn , hlralteprl ag¬ 

ings. told of water that crept slowly j Sll , couI ,] o!lmt) 

up a sycamore tree- 

above the eccentrics. ) 

A woman and her young baby got I "Such a tunc is all right for people 
into the breeches buoy. She was [dressed in knickers at a picnic, but 1 
frightened and wide-eyed, her baby [very bad literature and music.” 
crying piteously. Those ashore hauled } ” ’Brightentlie Corner Where You j 


Critic Assails Some Old Songs 


She could dance, she could Ming. 

Sl»e could turn a handspring- - 
She could climb up a sycamore tree 

".Such a tune is all right for people j 


away. Down the swaying, jumping Are,* ” he says, "is like all popular j 
hawser slid the buoy. It dipped into songs—Its power lies in its first line. : 
th© surf. It came out again. The "After you have said ‘Brighten the 
Carroway heaved up and shuddered. Comer Where You Are’ you * have 
and the bowser tautened fearsomely, 8ald all lt 

was Irving Berlin who 

threatening to snap. The woman made a m j nt out of two words of a 
screamed. and the sound echoed above popular Bonc . He tooU thc branded. 



the roar of th© whiteness through 
which she racketed. Then her canvas 
craft touched shingle and a dozen 


out-at-the-knees lyric ‘My Wife’s 
!Gono to the Country’ and added two 


vial. ivuwivvi oniiiKiC tlliu it uuitlll _ ... ,, , , , 

rough hands dragged her to safety. words-'Hooray. Hooray -and sold 
The dripping buoy came bobbing to u to tho p ?. ople of thc bn ‘ ted Statcs 
the ship again. * or dollars! 

The captainjcaned his elbows on Have you forgotten "Brighten thc 
the after britfgr© rail and watched as Corner Where You Are?" 
load after load went ashore. Occa- Do not wait—untit some deed, of greatness; 
slonally he ruffled hls white beard you may do, 

with his gloved hand, but he said Bo not wait to slicd your light afar— 

nothing. Every moment he expected To the many duties ever near you now be true. I 
the ship to go right over. Already Brighten the corner where you are. 

she was so Tow ln the sea that two CHORUS, 

or three extra large breakers had Brighten the corner where you are. 
sent water sloshing over the navlga- Brighten the corner where you sec¬ 
tion bridge, around the captain's sea Some one far from harbor you may guide 
boots. Th© smokestack and ventlla- serosa the bar— 

tors on the weather side of the* fid- Brighten tho corner where you arc. 


H. AUGUSTUS SMITH, WHO HAS 
TAKEN A STAND AGAINST 
MANY OF THE OLD-TIME 
HYMNS, ESPECIALLY “BEULAH 
LAND.- 

I am dwelling on the mountain. 

Where the golden sunlight gleams— 
O’er a land whose wondrous beauty 
I’ar excels my fondest dreams— 
Where the air Is pure, ethereal. 

leaden with the breath of flowers. 

That are blooming by the fountain 
'.Neath the amaranthine bow’rs. 

CHORUS: 

r» not this thc Land of Beulah. 

Blessed, blessed land of light— 

Where the flowers bloom forercr. 

And the t-un is always bright. 


! God's Salvation Army, with music and will-, 
aong. 

! Is ever on the highway to reach the giddy 
throng. 

j Though with means peculiar, God has bles-c : 
the work 

j Over all the Union, from Frisco to New York 


j Inside, outside, all around the town, 
i Our army helps the helpless, lifts the fall*, 
w hen t hey *re dow o; 

Homes have b»*en mude happy, heaven li^-* 
blei>f<e<l the work. 

Over all the Union, from I rlscO to New York 

Even "My Old Kentucky Home,” that 

favorite of twenty-flv© years ago, and 
j "On th© Banks of the Wabash’’ have 
I been utilized by the Salvation Army as 
i religious tunes. Here are the choruses 

To the tun© of "My Old Kentucky 

Home”: 

We’ll be gone tomorrow, we're only her* 
today. 

Let us sing one song for our new Jerusalen- 
hoino. 

Our new Jerusalem home, far away. 

To the tune of "On the Banks of the 

Wabash”; 

Oh, the lights are >iiining bright along tin- 
river. 

And the angelp sing a welcome to the short.. 

We shall dwell among the saints in yonde 

On the banks of life’s river evermore. 

Children of the jazz ago will recai 

without difficult}-: 

I’m forever Mowing bubbler, 

Pretty bubbles ln thc air. 

{ Thc Army has religious words to this 
! recent popular song, the chorus oi 
; which begins as follows: 

I'm forever fiuding comfort, 

!u a loving Saviour's care: 

When clouds arly\ 
lie clears thc skies. 

My every need lie satisfies. 

j "Imagine the people of God meditat 
j ing before the cross of Jesus to Jaz? 
i music—a veritable orgy of rhytlm 
land accent. One is reminded of thC 
1 [hymn once sung at a wedding: ‘Fig iff 


tors on the weather side of the* fid- Brighten the corner where you are. Prof. Smith says lie believes it hymn one© sung at a wedding- ‘FIkW 

dl«y protected tho waiting passen- * * --t * i would be better for people to sing the Good Fight With \11 Thy Migli' 

grers and crew somewhat. But "hen former ’? >OUt ^° lngr t0 th ° Prinlaries than *° says this critic, 

a full sea should gro over thc house. RODEHEAtER, .former, s | ng about going to heaven. lie 

smokestack and ventilators all would Billy Sunday song leader, tells tWnks it would be more profitable for umv<rsaI favorite, “Onwar,. 

go by the board. The minutes crept I something of the history of this church folk of today to sing about OI,r,stian hasn't escaped th 

by. (hymn. Mr. P.odeheaver says that 'its mentors or policemen for bringing r, ar ‘ r ' s sc - v,he of Prt,f - Smi, h. " 'On 

* * * * [author was virtually a “shut-in” for the delinquent youth to their senses ” ar ' ! ' f ' hri “ tian Soldiers.’ with its inane 

-T-HE last passenger had gone The yearS ' Hw father “ n lnVa,id and and tho ri * ht mode nf living rather /' cni budy , , ln hope 

1 tits last passenger naa gone. The l r lrcr! conKt ant care. The woman, than warble about the yearning to be pne in charity, we are not 

• crew started to land. The crowd seems> had aIways wanle(1 to be a a aDoul ' Ca,ni, ' E to b ° This should be supplanted by -Lea. 

on the beach grew greater. From f , missionary, and when she .. on. O King Eetemal-or’The Kingdou 

over the inland hills, misty blue in “ .. . .... . . . * * * 4* • 

cam© to realize her ambition had to tno Peacemakers*, 

the morning, from over the cliffs _ __ .. ....__ __ 


The universal favorite, "Onward. 


ward. Christian .Soldi, rs." with its inane. 


years. Her father was an invalid and j and tho right mode of living rather •’ AU onc body we *~° n * in hope * n ' 1 
' 'required constant care. The woman, i than warble about thc yearning to be | <lootr,,K - one fn Parity,* we are not: 
crowu.jt seems , h a d always wanted to be a I angels. [This should be supplanted by ‘Lead 


'cam© to realize her ambition had to 


on. O King Keternal* or ‘The Kingdom 
of tho Peacemakers/ 


me morning, irom over tne chits i ,, v , , . . .. _ ,, ___ ... , 

figures could be seen running to aid’ be> d,sca>ded sh0 felt dlsap i I>rof - Smith attacks the * v © a Story to Tell to theNation, : 

The captain still leaned over the ^ j "tried and true" hymns and says should supersede ‘From Greenland’s 1 


bridge rail an<Rchewed with hls lips "One day,” says Mr. Rodehcavcr, that much of the church music today J Mountains’ (except] in warm weather), 
at his cigar. Sadness swept him. "the author of this song had a call like popular music, the Salvation | Xo wise missionary would think of ap- 
His ship! Finished! The captain did from a neighbor—a woman In very Army is taking over popular songs * preaching an Asiatic today with the: 
not move, though he was very wet straitened circumstances and with and putting religious words to the words 'heathen bows down to wood and: 
and cold. far less worldly goods—but a thor- tunes. Even "Tipperary” lias been stone’ or ’vile.’ Thc old one, \JesiW 

The mate came along from mid- ough optimist. The poorer woman grabbed up by tho Salvationists as Lo\es Me, This I Know.' is all right foiri 
ships, dragging the protesting young told the other, who was nursing her having the proper ar .al in its tune primary children in Sunday school, but 
wireless operator by the arm. 8 i C k father, that the hours spent in and these words written to it; is colorless and spineless for a reds 

.a? Wi !5 the qUlet ° f her . COm,0rtabIe 1,0m ®| Or. of blooded .boy.” 


wireless operator by the arm. aick father, that the hours spent in I a nd these words written to It 

"I think I picked some one up with the quiet of her comfortable home n _ #hA _ , . 

h * sald - ’’ -a,ly were the bright .pot. In her To """ 

-'Shut up!" the harassed mate U,fc r T *» '™« «■» 

snarled. “Get up on the flddley. You " ‘After all,’ mused the woman, 'I In the safest bands I know, 

for the shore'-- should try to be happier, to brighten Good bye sin snd follv. 

He forced the operator up the the corner where the Lord has placed Farewell worldly e.re- 

menkey ladder. The captain’s Ups me Th . en an< ? there ,h ® ‘ dea f. or thla Fo ' ' h<J po « of * 
twitched as the young man shot to Inspirational hymn was born." And mj home is there, 

the shingle. For youth this was ad- An American missionary once wrote The Army took the late 13 


| “Tiger=Proof” Houses. 

j AN American who has seen service' 
! abroad as a consul tells of some 


* - k . fu Iore interesting dwellings in the orient/ 

And my home is there. .. , . . ., a 

Tho ordinary Malay house Is built- onC 

Tho Army took the late Hubbard posts from five to seven feet high. 


venture; for him, tragedy. [that ln the interior of Slam he heard Taylor Smith’s popular waltz ballad, “If but sometimes safety measures add' 

The third mate was next, with the ! a native Siamese girl sing, "Brighten y ou Love Me, Darling, Tell Me With considerable to tho length of the 

cook. The chief steward and the j the Corner Where You Are” ln perfect Your Eyes,” and transformed it into a posts, this being particularly true - 

chief engineer went together. Only I English at a Sunday school reception, religious song: of tiger-infested districts. 


the second mate, the mate, a couple 
of seamen and the captain were left. 

The second mate and the two sea¬ 
men went. 


Gome on, sirl” shouted the mate, I thft Boston university professor. 


Do you recall *’Is Not This the Land lQ # gr * Te , ln i lonely man miio w r lI £ ers havc been known to leatf 

of Beulah?” the first line of which Is, Lles rour m 0 thcr'n™th elghtt ' en feet from the Kround ’ a mt - 

"I am dwelling on the mountain"? cold c i, y> ’ of twenty feet is considered the. 

This song received a black eye from Memories now returning of her tears and safety limit for pr^u©*vtive builders . 


getting intc the drenched canvas 
buoy. He shuddered as the Carroway 


e Boston University professor. sigh*, * t in such sections. At be®i the Malay 

"My goodness alive, why will If you love your mother, meet her in the skies, house is a frail and flimsy structure. 


church people Insist on singing about 


wouR!* 1 not* atand " I d ~“">* ™“"‘ a ‘" P * a ^ do 


of sticks tied together with rattan. 

WO C n e°aV t r r n h telrrna c ame ™ balT?' 

slowly down the bridge, bringing of beauty and selfish comfort? '1 say Lon.,!, entre.tin,, do no looter roam, therefore, an easy matter for a tiger 

with him th© shin’s natiers and the that the singers should shout Let thy manhood waken, heavenward lift your to break into .a house. Many trage-, 

"g b ?ik. H. had t^ dodge a sea about cleaning up the movtes. cleans- ere.: dies, with a hungry tiger as thc 

when he started for the flddley house, tng their cities of the moral filth that If you lore jour motber, meet her in the ,ki„. villain, have been recorded. In one 

He managed the distance at last and is In them, try to make heaven here 8alvatton Army song leaders declare caBe a "hole family, with the excep- 
clambered up the monkey ladder, hls on earth. Then dwelling houses that their arrangement of "The Side- tlon ot on6 man ’ was kille,i - He, 

cigar still drooping from his mouth, would be homes of love and Joy. walks of New York’" has been lnstru- climbed to the roof and thus escaped 

He stood by the buoy. He ruffled hls Singing about dwelling on a moun- mental ln attracting the attention o^ the notice of thc tiger, but was thc 

beard, peering for'ard and then aft* tain top doesn’t get gay Christian thc wayward in many cities at street | horrified and helpless witness of the 

Also he looked at the sky, at the anywhere." meetings; cruel slaughter of hls relatives. 




4 









